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Bowing low, Oscar replied with smiling cour-
tesy:

"Du monde, Madame, du monde." (In the
world, madame, in the world.)

No one could help laughing; the retort was
irresistible. He should have said: "Au monde,
madame, au monde," but the meaning was clear.

Sometimes this thought-quickness and happy
'dexterity had to be used in self-defence. Jean
Lorrain was the wittiest talker I have ever
heard in France, and a most brilliant journalist.
His life was as abandoned as it could well be;
in fact, he made a parade of strange vices. In
the days of Oscar's supremacy he always pre-
tended to be a friend and admirer. About this
time Oscar wanted me to know Stephane
Mallarme. He took me to his rooms one after-
noon when there was a reception. There were
a great many people present. Mallarme was
standing at the other end of the room leaning
against the chimney piece. Near the door was
Lorrain, and we both went towards him, Oscar
with outstretched hands:

"Delighted to see you, Jean."

For some reason or other, most probably out
of tawdry vanity, Lorrain folded his arms theat-
rically and replied:

"I regret I cannot say as much: I can no
longer be one of your friends, M. Wilde."